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£100 THROWN INTO THE SEA. 


About a mile and a half from the seaport town 

Plymouth, in the beautiful county of Devon, 
ore was situated, fifty years ago, a small dairy- 
rm, consisting of a few acres of rich meadow 
nd skirted by fine old trees, some dozen or 
sore healthy-looking cows, and .a fair proportion 
f calves, a small cottage with various offices well 
sited for dairy purposes; and the proprietor of 
il, one Mrs. Matthews, whose small grey eyes, 
y forehead, thin lips and sharp chin indicated 
character more shrewd than loving. Mrs. Mat- 
hews was @ widow at the time of which I am 
speaking, and her son Harry, whose countenance 
more resembled the honest, good-natured and 
open face of his father than the selfish cunning of 
his mother, had just passed his thirteenth birth- 
gay. 

There are tricks in all trades, if we are to be- 
lieve common proverbs. But such tricks are not 

e more right for all that. Supposing every 
socer in London only gives fifteen ounces to the 
und, and every draper measures his yayl an 
nch too little, and every doctor plays false with 
his patients, aud every other man carries on his | 
usiness or profession dishonestly, which we know | 
snot the case, still is that any justification of my | 
jishonesty? Mrs. Matthews thought it was. 

“[ have to feather my own nest,” she would 
wv, “If I should want a pound, where. is the | 
nan that would give it me? Everybody looks | 
ster himself; and I mean to do the same. I! 
wouldn't put poison in the milk; but if everybody 
ters it, shouldn’t I be a fool to sell it pure ?” 

This was the creed, and practice too, of Mrs. 
Matthews; and if ill-gotten wealth never does 
aybody any good in the long run, still, it cannot| 



















than an ill-gotten carriage. 

“It don’t seem quite right to me, mother,” said | 
Harry, after helping, as usual, to fetch the water 
from the well for the adulteration of the milk. | 

But the only reply poor Harry got, was a box 
on the ears, a mode of argument to which he was | 
no stranger, but which his mother always called a 
“GOOD BOX.” 

For some time Harry had wanted to go to sea; 
snd the opportunity now offering he entered the 
merchant service, leaving his mother to follow her | 
own course, which she did for about fifteen years 
after Harry’s departure, and then died, as all| 
must die; but as we know nothing of her closing | 
days, let us hope the best with regard to her, and 
look well to our own living, rather than anticipate 
the manner of our dying. 

During these fifteen years changes too had 
passed over Harry. He had grown into a man, 
cultivated his mind, earned for himself the esteem 
of various shipowners, had conducted himself well 
%amate, and was now captain of the vessel in 
which he sailed. Better than all, he loved Jesus 
Christ. While making the next voyage after his 
mother’s death, the captain, whom we shall still 
call Harry, had with him a purse containing 200 
sovereigns, which he would sometimes count, and 
then replace the purse in a secret place. A mon- 
key that was in the ship, seeing this, took an op- 
portunity when the master was absent, to seize 
the purse, with which he ran up to the top of the 
mast. Here he amused himself to his heart’s con- 
ent, if not to the content of the captain, who now 
‘aw the mischievous animal open the purse, look 
* the gold, piece after piece, with the air of a 
mimic miser, and then throw the money into the 
*a, apparently delighted with the exploit as the 
gold splashed and sunk down among the treasures 
of the deep, never to be given back. 

There are some pleasant things in the world. 
Ifyou are poor, it is pleasant not to be despised ; 
you are uneducated, it is pleasant to know that 
others who started in the’ pursuit of knowledge as 
late as you, have accomplished much; and if you 
tre struggling hard to push onward and upward 
through many difficulties, it is pleasant to feel that 

Te is a Father’s eye above to see you, anda 
Father's hand above to help you; but whatever 





be denied that there is such a thing as ill-gotten | any one who felt any pleasure in the act of losing 
wealth in the world. The dishonest, the crafty | money, however that money was obtained. If 


sad the selfish may prosper. The Bible says so, | there ever were such persons, Harry was not one 
md observation says so; but the Bible and ob-| of them. 
wrvation prove that ‘an honest crust is better | distress, he would have willingly opened his purse | 
| for his relief; but to stand there on the deck and 
,see that little monkey coolly and deliberately 





THE WESTERN TRAPPER, 


I think if he had seen the cabin-boy in 


throw sovereign after sovereign into the sea, where | 
it could be of no use to any one, was any thing but 
agreeable. 

‘Shoot him, captain,” cried the mate. 

“I would; only, you see, he and the purse 
would then both drop into the water together.” 

“Shall I go up after him?” asked one of the 
sailors. 

‘Perhaps you'll frighten him; and that will be 
as bad as shooting him.” 

After some further conversation, one of the 
sailors stole gently up the rigging, and coming be- 
hind the monkey unobserved, caught hold of the 
purse, and descended with it in safety. _ The cap- 
tain now counted the contents; when he found 
that about oné-half had been thrown overboard. 
That Harry should have been sorry is not sur- 
prising ; but as he went down into his cabin with 
the 100 pounds, instead of 200 pounds, there was 
“an expression on his countenance which, even to 
the unpracticed eye of the sailors, wore an aspect 
of mystery. 
It is said, ‘‘There is nothing hid which shall not 
be made manifest, neither was any thing kept se- 


|mounted on a knapsack, growling under a gun 
| are dogs brought to a premature end as to ears 
‘and tails, and yellow at that; pug-nosed, square- 
| headed brutes, sleek terriers, delicate morsels of 
| spaniels, ‘‘Tray, Blanche, Sweetheart, little dogs 
}and all.” A dog, like a horse, comes to love the 
|rattle and crash of musket and cannon. There 
was one in an Ulinois regiment, and I rather think 
| regarded as belonging to it, though his name might 
| 6 |not be on the muster-roll, that chases half-spent 
| shot as a kitten frolics with a ball of worsted. He 
| has been under fire and twice wounded, and left 
| the tip,of his tail at the battle of Stone River. 
Woe to the man who shall wantonly kill him. 
| But I was especially interested in the fortunes of 
|a little white spamel that messed with a battery, 
| and delighted in the name of ‘‘Dot.” No matter 
what was up, that fellow’s silken coat must be 
washed every day, and there was need of it, for 
when the battery was on the march they just 
plunged him into the sponge-bucket—not the tidi- 
est chamber imaginable—that swings like its more 
| peaceful cousin, the tar-bucket, under the rear 
axle of the gun carriage—plumped him into that, 
clapped on the cover, and Dot was ood for an in- 
side passage. One day the battery crossed a 
stream, and the water came well up to the guns. 
| Nobody thought of Dot, and when all across a 
gunner looked into the bucket; it was full of wa- 
ter, and Dot was as dead as a little dirty door- 
mat, 





door DT ee_nlils cits 
THE WESTERN TRAPPER. 

Jacob Moody was one of the most adventurous 
and successful of the hardy huntsmen of the West. 
Bold, cool and keen as an Indian, he had for 
years hunted and trapped in those broad deserts 
which lie between our frontiers and the Rocky 
Mountains. He lived almost like a savage, and 
had become so used to the manners and customs 
of the wild men of the woods that every form of 
| civilized society was revolting to him. Much of 

his life had been spent in the country of the 








may think dead men tell no tales; but chemistry | Blackfeet Indians, with whom he waged perpetual 
will give a tongue to the long-buried corpse. 


| war. They hated him as one of their bitterest en- 


Thoughts of this tinge occupied Harry’s mind | emies, and many a time had he barely escaped 
as he paced to and fro in his private cabin. He | from plots they laid to entrap him. Their hatred 
knew the 200 pounds were not got honestly; not|was the fiercer, because he had killed many of 
that the dishonesty was his, but another’s. Being | their tribe. Yet they respected the trapper for his 
a good man, and anxious to henefit his sailors, he | bravery, and had given him a name which in their 
was a little troubled about what he should tell | dialect signified Oily Jake. 
them concerning the history of the money; but} One day Jake had visited the banks of the Min- 
after some further consideration, he again as-| go River to examine some traps for otters he had 
cended: the deck; and collecting his men around | set there a short time before. The trapper had 
him, he addressed them something to this effect: |nearly finished his work, when his quick ear de- 
‘‘Mates and fellow-seamen, you see what has | tected sounds that alarmed him, and in a moment 
befallen me. The 200 pounds I brought with me | more several Indians rushed towards him. He 
from England were left me by the will of a rela-| turned to flee, but it was of no use. The Black- 
tion of mine, who was a milk-woman. It was her | feet had discovered his traps, and carefully watch- 
practice to adulterate the milk very freely with | ing for his approach, determined that Jake should 
water; and in this way she saved a good bit of|not escape this time. They were successful, 
money. I have no doubt but one-half, at least, of| and the unfortunate huntsman found himself in 
the 200 pounds, was the result of dishonesty ; and | the hands of four savages, among whom he saw 
now see the singular coincidence of the way in| Little Owl and Big Dick, who hated him with a 
which it has been lost, and by which, I confess, I| bitterness that nothing short of his death would 
am impressed with the belief that ill-gotten | allay, for he had, some months before, killed two 
wealth carries with it its own destruction. There | of their relatives. 
were 200 pounds in the purse; about one-half} In spite of the odds against him, Jake did not 
came honestly from pure milk; and that is pre-| give up all hope of safety. He was tied toa tree, 
served ; the other half, which came from the wa-| a fire was built before him, and the savages held a 
ter, has been returned ¢o the water; and although | consultation in their own tongue, while Big Dick 
the monkey who was the instrument of effecting | quietly smoked his pipe, giving from time to time 
this object was unconscious of the nature of the | a grunt of approval or an ‘‘Ugh” of contempt. He 








cret but that it should come abroad.” These 
darkness and their discovery.in this world, than 
many of us think. There is something about se- 
cret wickedness that will out. Abel’s blood is 
spilt on the earth. Will the earth keep the secret ? 
Achan saw and coveted he hid in his tent. 


tray Christ. 
light ? 


director been discovered! 


color of the ashes shall tell all about it. 





may be the fruits afterwards, I do not remember 





words are more true with respect to deeds of 


The wedge of gold and Babylonish garment which 
Was 
it never known? Judas secretly arranged to be- 
Did the dreadful act never come to 
In what strange ways has the dishonesty 
of some shopman, clerk, servant-maid, or railway- 
So.common is this 
that many affirm secret evil must reveal itself 
somewhere or other. Youmay hide it deep in the 
heart of the earth; but some earthquake shall dis- 
lodge it. You may throw ® into the ocean; but 
the waves of the sea shall dash it on the shore. 
You may deposit it on the highest point of the 
snow-capped mountain; but the snow shall melt 
and wash it down into the valley for the eye of 
man to see. You may burn it in the fire; but the 
And you 


act he was performing, I do not think there is a 
bit of superstition in believing that the hand of a 
righteous retribution is in it; and I hope it may 
teach us all that ‘wealth gotten by vanity shall be 
diminished; but he that gathereth by labor shall 
increase,’ "—British Workman. 
PETS IN THE ARMY. 

The following shows that nature is the same in 

the army as out of it: 





They have the strangest pets in the army, that 


yet they are little touches of the gentler nature 
that gives you some such cordial feeling, when 
you see them, as Iam told residents of Bourbon 
Co., Ky,., habitually experience at so much a gal- 
lon née of the boys has carried a red squirrel 
through ‘thick and thin” over a thousand miles. 
‘*‘Bun” eats hard-tack like a veteran, and has the 
freedom of the tent. Another's affections over- 
flow upon a slow-winking, it yee little owl, 
captured in Arkansas, and Dearing a nawe with a 
classical smack to it—Minerva. third gives his 
heart to a young Cumberland Mountain bear; but 
chief among the camp-pets are dogs, Riding on 
the saddle-bow, tacked into a baggage-wagon, 





nobody would think of ‘taking to” at home, and | 


was to all intents the ‘‘moderator” of the meeting. 

At length the conference came to an end, and the- 
whole savage quartette prepared to go. What 
would they do with their prisoner? Jake felt very. 
uncertain in regard to his fate, but gave no sign, 
of feeling as to the result. He knew a good deal. 
of the Blackfeet dialect, but their conversation had 
been carried on so that he could: not learn their - 
decision. — : 

They now tied his hands behind him with thongs 
so closely drawn that they penetrated his flesh, 
and drove him before them. Their village was at 
least eighty milesaway. Could they design to take 
chim there to be burnt and tortured by that barbar- 
ous tribe? They continued their course in silence 
until, at the end of three hours, they.came to a flat 
prairie which extended in every direction as far as 
the eye could reach. Over this they marched for 
an hour, and then stopped. and removed most of ° 
Jake's clothing. Little Owl.then unpinioned his 
hands, and leading him forward about ten rods, . 
told him to run for his life. In his condition, and; 


before their unerring. rifles, this seemed almost 





mockery, but he ran-and.they after him. . 
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At first he gained upon them, but after a time} 
he was sure that he was losing ground. Crack 
went one of their rifles, and down went Jake with 
the blood streaming from his mouth and nose. 
The Indian who fired was far before the rest, and 
thinking that the trapper must be dead did not 
take the precaution to reload. But Jake was him- 
self still, and as the Indian came up all out of | 
breath he suddenly started up. The sudden ap-| 
earance of this bloody apparition so alarmed the | 
fatter that before he could recover from his sur-| 
prise the trapper was upon him, and seizing his 
scalping-knife, had plunged it into his breast. 
Then taking the rifle and quickly loading it, he 
threw himself flat behind the dead body, and tak- 
ing deliberate aim at the next Blackfoot who came 
up, he shot him through the head. The other 
savages, amazed at this deed of bravery, and de- 
spairing of the conquest of so bold a foe, since he 
‘now had still another rifle, dared not come up, 
and thus for the hundredth time, Jacob Moody 
saved his life by his own daring and coolness. 


—_———_—_+or— 








For the Companion. 
GRANNY AND THE YANKEES. 
From a Correspondent in Virginia. 

She was an old woman, very old, and as she 
stood at the open door of her little shanty she 
spoke of her coming out of the house of bondage. 

“TI heard,” said she, ‘ta heap of stories about 
de Union soldiers afore dey come. My massa 
talk a great deal about de Yankees. ‘What for do 
you call ‘em so?’ I say to him, ‘dey’s human shape, 
like your own self.’ When at last dey come he 
was afeard on ’em—he was greatly afeard.” 

*‘And were you afraid of them, too?” 

‘“‘No, honey, not after I knowed ’em. Afore 
dey come I can’t say I wasn’t. I didn’t know 
what critters dey might be. I was sick up-stairs 
over de kitchen, when dey come. You see, 
honey, I had an awful hard master, but den I 
couldn't blame him, for I came to him of myself.” 

“Came to him of yourself! 
aunty ?” 

‘“‘Why I means this. Two of my chillens was 

‘ sold, and I was worrit. I wanted to go and be 
near dem. So I got my massa here to let me go 
and lib wid Massa Weaver in de country. Massa 
Weaver was here one day, and he was willing I 
should go wid him. He said to me, ‘I'll take you 
and care for you for the rest ob your life, for de 
sake ob my old aunty dat you lib with long years 
ago.’ Sol went wid him. But let me tell you, 
honey, I was sorry enough for it, O, he was a 
hard man, Massa Weaver was. He put me to de 
hardest ob de work, such as I wasn’t neber used 
to in my life.” 

‘‘What work had you been accustomed to do?” 

‘Spinnin’, and weavin’, andallsuch. But good- 
ness me, I was put right out doors to work, I 
had to dig up de garden, and den I was sent into 
de "bacca field to work. Poor old me! I was 
neber used to no such ways before, neber. My 
old missis was powerful good. If she hadn't a 
died I neber would a gone. If she had a libed, 
she would neber a let my boys been sold. And 
now, though I was near to ’em, I couldn’t neber 
go to see ’em.” 

Here the aged woman came to a pause, and that 


How do you mean, 





mournful, despairing look so familiar to me now 
came over her face; the look the negro mother 
has when she speaks of her children sold away. 
Ah, that look! seen so many times it has at last 
engraved itself upon my heart, working within me 
a hatred to slavery tenfold deeper than ever be- 
fore. 

Presently the conversation was renewed. 

‘I was a goin’ to tell you about dem Yankees, 
so Iwas. There was a powerful sight on ’em, 
and we had great talk about ’em comin’. You 
know, honey, I told you I was sick. Well, as I 
lay on my bed I heerd ‘em a comin’ up-stairs. 
Dey come right in, and I believe de room was a 
most full. I had a pig and ten chickens.” 

‘‘What, in the room?” 

‘“‘For sure dey was. Dey all libed dere to- 
gedder. Dem Yankees came right in, and I 
thought for sure next minute dey would pull me 
out of bed. You know, honey, massa had said 
dey was a goin’ to make soap of us.” 

‘*Make soap of you! What do you mean ?” 

‘‘Dat’s what massa said; he said it over and 
over. All de young ones was to be.carried off to 
Cuba and sold, and de old ones was. to be cut up 
and put into barrels to be made into soap. De 
Yankees was sure to do it, and now I said to my-| 
self, ‘De time for it has come, sure.’” 

‘“‘And what did the Yankees do ?” 

‘Well, honey, dey just asked might dey have 
de pig and chitkens. Now I lobed de critters 
and didn’t want to part wid ’em. But I said, 
‘Yes, take em all,’ for I jest wanted de soldiers | 
to be gone. I was willing dey should take de| 
critters, if dey would only go afore dey was 
ready to kill me. So dey took de chickens, and 
den said, ‘What should dey pay me for ‘em? 
Mercy me, dey looked atme so kinder human dat 
I was neber afeard any more. I knowed dey 
wouldn’t hurt me. But Massa Weaver. O you} 
should a seen him. He was as afeard as he could | 
be. He went off and hid himself, he did.” 











‘And your mistress ?” 

“She was afeard at first, like me, but when she 
see ’em she got over it. I got up off de bed, and 
we went out and talked wid de soldiers.” 

‘*And how were you treated?” 

‘‘Neber want to be treated no better. Massa 
and missis went off, and I stayed and cooked for 
de Yankees. I liked ’em right well, and dey 
called me Granny. I stayed in de house, and 
dey would come in and say, ‘‘Come, Granny, 
bake us some of your biscuit.” And den I used 
to go and bake up a heap of nice biscuits. I 
baked pies, too, for em, and dey allers paid me 
well. Dey neber took nothin’ of me but dey paid 
for it. I would a stayed and willin’ till now. 
Afore dey went away dey got me a place in de 
cars, and dey helped me in, and called after me, 
‘Good-by, Granny.’ I had right smart of money, 
what I had earned a workin’ for ‘em. Yes, I 
lobed dem Yankee boys, and dey lobed me. I 
would work and wash for ’em now if dey was 
here. De money dey paid me helped to build 
me a house.” 

Here ‘‘Granny” cast her eyes around the little 
shanty with a satisfied air. It was humble enough, 
but it was her own; the home of her old age. 


Alexandria, Va., Feb. 17, 1864. M. A. C. 
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TELL HIM I’M READY. 


A wounded soldier on his pallet bare 
Lies moaning where the sea winds murmur now, 
While friends around him smooth his tangled hair, 
And wipe tle gathering pain-drops from his brow. 
“Comrade,” they whisper, “tell us, comrade brave, 
Should our great leader ask your aid to-day 
On some red battle-field, again to save 
Our own beloved land, what would you say ?” 
“Tell him I’m ready !” was the quick reply, 
“Once more to charge should he my arm require; 
Tell him I’m ready!” and the flashing eye 
Gleamed, as of ofd, with its wild battle fire. 


Night gathers darkly round the soldier’s bed, 
too and rude beneath a sheltering tree, 
Where walks the sentry with his measured tread, 
And sigh the low-voiced breezes mournfully; 
Again they whisper—“From the distant plain, 
Wildly, O comrade! comes a bugle blast; 
What answer make you to the thrilling strain 
Borne on the night-wind as it journeys past ?” 
“Tell him I’m ready! Hark! the foe is nigh! 
Chieftain, I come! for you my aid require; 
Tell him I'm ready!” and the failing eye 
Flashed, as he spoke, again, with battle fire. 


In vain they strive to check the life-blood’s flow, 
And soothe the anguish of his trembling frame, 
For slowly now the pulses come and go, 
And friends unseen his passing spirit claim. 
“Comrade,” they whisper, ‘’tis another calls, 
And the dread summons you must soon obey ; 
And, O! as on you his dark shadow falls, 
Veiling the radiant sky, what can you say ?” 
“Tell him I’m ready!” “Comrade, it is death! 
But see, an angel form is hovering nigh !” 
“MotueR! I’m ready!” and the fleeting breath 
Passed from his lips in one long, lingering sigh. 
Providence Journal. 
————__+o+ 





For the Companion. 
EARLY UNKINDNESS. 

Some talk of their days of innocence. The 
first act of my own which lives with me is one of 
sin, of great unkindness. A little girl like me, 
not three years old, lay dead, waiting for burial. 
She had had to wear old, wretched clothes during 
her life, for God had sent her to the home of poor 
parents, who had little else than love to give her, 
but they wanted to wrap her in clean, white, de- 
cent garments for her grave. They had not 
begged for the living, but now they came to my 
mother to ask somewhat for the precious dead. I 
saw my mother go to a small, green-shelved closet 
and take thence a folded garment of mine to give 
to the poor, bereaved mother. I was displeased. 
I had despised the child for her poverty and low 
birth, her tatters and lack of care, and now I re- 
fused even to her corpse a garment I should 
never miss. I refused it with anger and crying. 
The same spirit would have made me refuse the 
beautiful babe of Bethlehem’s manger a swaddling 
band. Whata hard, stony heart, even in so young 
achild! Surely, we need to be born again, born 
of the spirit.of love and compassion. _P. H. P. 

cL ssiberapegipphctaasn id 
A WONDERFUL SCARF. 

The young wife of a Turkish pacha used to 
pride herself on a scarf of extraordinary richness 
and beauty, said to have cost her husband £700 
sterling. It had a border full eighteen inches 
deep, displaying a parterre of the most splendid 
flowers—roses, anemones, narcissuses, tulips—as 
fresh and gorgeous of hue as those which drooped 
or nodded in his own gardens in the valley of the 
Sweet Waters. When she wore it round her 
waist, allowing the borders to depend down her 
left side, each fold was so disposed as to exhibit 


|in succession a rose, a tulip and a narcissus, en- 


veloped in a galaxy of buds, especially of the 
moss rose, which seemed to project from the sur- 
face of the fabric, fresh and steeped in the dews 
of morning. The wild and froward beauty who 
owned it sometimes took it from her waist and 
twisted it round the gead of a favorite, in order to 
behold the splendor of the flowers set off by con- 
trast with his black beard. Along the sides of the 
scarf ran a border of about four or five inches in 
depth, resembling in richness of colors the most 
gorgeous painted windows in an old cathedral; 


jand through what may be called the field there 





ran long stems or wreaths of fanciful blossoms, | about ‘apogee | the best position for a 

| And this he selec 
which surrounded, like a halo, the circle of a 
damask rose. It may well be doubted whether | tion of the panther’s lair, Bruin took a de 


fading away toward the centre into an opal tinge, 


the shawls manufactured for-the Russian and Per- 
sian ambassadors, which cost twelve thousand 
rupees, exceeded in magnificence and loveliness 
that of the Turkish lady we have described. To 
suggest more completely the ideas of a garden, 
parts of the scarf had been steeped in one per- 
fume, and parts in another, so that as she moved 
along, the scent of jasmines, roses and violets fell 
upon the senses alternately. 





For the Companion. 
TWO SCENES. 
“*And she, the daughter of an earl, 


Could bake, and brew, and roast, 
A score of languages could talk, 
Old Chronicles. 


And wit and wisdom boast.” 

“Pies, Susie? What a tempting row! Nora has 
surpassed herself !” 

“Yes, auntie, a half dozen of them, ‘done toa 
turn,’ and a little one for Ned, with which he shall 
refresh himself after the tremendous Latin verbs 
are mastered. Poor little brother, how he sighs 
over ‘Sentio, ignoro, punior, despero !” 

“They're perfection itself, Susie, so brown and 
crisp. And these lovely spring flowers! What 
good fairies have been dancing in the meadow, 
and flitting in at the open window, bringing them 
for ourenjoyment!” And “auntie,” as the children 
lovingly called the brisk little lady who had been 
to them mother and friend for three years, again 
lifted the China vase so richly filled, repeating, as 
she did so, 

“With what a glory comes and goes the year! 
The buds of spring, those beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies,”— 

“But where can Nora be? It is just seven 
o’clock, and your father will be down punctually 
in fifteen minutes. What can she mean? Cook 
will be likely to scold.” 

‘In a minute, auntie, [ll explain matters. 
Just let me cut this cranberry tart for Ned’s lunch. 
Nora is sick; she came to my room at midnight 
with a dizzy head. You know she has had much 
trouble lately, sickness in her brother's family, 
and last night, Michael, one of the twins, died ; 
so I told her to sleep this morning, and I would 
make pies for dessert, and lay the table for break- 
fast. So no fear, all shall be ready, ‘plump to 
the line,’ as Sally Snider says. By rising an hour 
earlier than usual, Nora’s morning work, my hour 
for study, and even pies and flowers have received 
due attention. See, the table is quite ready, and 
here comes father,” and out danced the happy girl 
‘“‘to brown his toast,” a pleasure never delegated 
even to faithful Nora. Roguish Ned came bound- 
ing in, and they sat down to fragrant coffee and 
steaming viands. 





And now for another scene in another family. 

‘*Preposterous! J ‘sweep, and dust, and wash 
the silver!’ What cowld my father have been 
thinking of! And this sultry morning, too! If 
you do it once, you may as well make up your 
mind to play Madam Drudgicum whenever it may 
please the housemaid to meet some friends just 
landed, ‘strangers and without a shelter at all, at 
all,’ as Biddy pathetically told father. No, in- 
deed! She may get it done as best she can. I 
wash my hands of it; ‘that’s poz! And the party 
to-night! Wouldn’t I look pretty, with my hands 
all blistered, and my complexion ‘blowsed up! 
And this new novel only half through. I shall die 
outright if I don’t know how they all come out. 
The very title is enough to set one wild—‘Adolph- 
ine the Brave, or Fiery Darts’ and Bleeding 
Hearts.’ But first IT must run up to mother’s 
room for a small bit of ‘consolation cake’ (as we 
call our private talks,) and order the arrangemept 
of the trimming on my white crape dress, roses 
and buds, and looped up at the sides, with sprays. 
‘Splendif’ it'll be, and that’s sure! But O, this 
hateful sweeping! ‘Best to know how,’ father 
says, ‘mother used to do it all.’ I do wish he'd 
give up saying these things. I'm tired of having 
it dunned into my ears that ‘once we lived in 
plainer fashion,’ and did not always live in ‘a 
brown stone front,’” and out through the spacious 
hall swept Kate Giles, snapping eyes and burning 
cheeks attesting the presence of a great indignity. 





Which of these girls deserves affection and re- 
spect? Which is likely to make a woman possess- 
ing nobleness of character that shall make her an 
honor to her sex and a blessing to society ? 





FIGHT BETWEEN A BEAR AND PAN- 
’ THER. 


Between the bear and the panther a war of ex- 
termination has been waged almost from the 
riod of their relea@® from the ark at Ararat. I 
have in my mind an incident in point, related to 
me by a hunter who witnessed it. A bear 
had scented out the lair of a panther, and in the 
absence of the old one destroyed her young. 
Bruin very well knew that for this invasion of a 
private dwelling and the murderous deed com- 
mitted therein he should be compelled. to. fight. 
He therefore lost no time by a futile attempt at 
retreat; but, like a skilful General, forthwith set 


} 


pe-| the day and its duties. 


———— 


battle 
Nnch ep, 
he direg! 
liberat, 
survey of the ground, and at length perched hin. 
self high on the opposite bank, beneath a shelyin 
rock, and so completely covered his position that 
he could be only attacked in front. There rais; 
himself upon his haunches, he calmly awaited th 
onset. 

It was not long before the scream of the be 
reaved panther was heard, and she presently made 
her appearance upon the opposite side of the Ta 
vine. Her eyes glared upon Bruin, who, nothing 
daunted, looked fiercely back upon her. At 
length, maddened with rage, the panther spran, 
with unerring precision upon the bear, but was m 
ceived by a blow from one of his tremendous paws 
which knocked her back into the valley, Bruin 
still | his position, though with the loss of 
an eye. The panther rallied, selected a new star. 
ing point, and bristling fiercely, sprang again, anj 
was received in the same undaunted manner 
The attack and defence, with wild screams and surly 
growls, was continued for some time, until finally 
the panther succeeded in planting his talons 
deeply in the body of the bear as to prevent ap. 
other separation until the contest should be de. 
cided. The hug was now mutually desperate ang 
the conflict terrible. The blood streamed from 
each, and the jaw of the one was in the mouth of 

e their claws were fearfully lacerat. 


ted with the skill of a Fre 
gineer. Crossing a deep ravine from t 


the other, whi 
ing the sides of both. At length the bear lost his 
nckéneta, and the monsters rolled over each other 
into the bed of the ravine, where the contest was 
continued for an hour. When all became stil] 
the hunter found both animals lying in what wa: 
literally a deadly embrace. 
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NOT AFRAID TO WORK. 


The rai was pouring in the streets of a grea, 
city, when a poor-looking boy stopped at a print. 
ing office and asked to see Mr. Gay, the master of 
the house. 

‘ome in,” replied a voice from within. Mr. 
Gay looked “P as the door opened, and seeing the 
strange boy, he told him he would attend to hin 
in a few minutes. Having finished his writing, 
he asked his errand. 

‘Please, sir, do you want a boy in your print. 
ing office ?” 

**Why,” said Mr. G., “I don’t know but that 
we do. Whatcan you do?” 

‘Any thing, sir, that you have for me to do. | 
am not afraid to work.” 

‘What is your name? and where do your pi 
rents live ?” asked Mr. G. 

‘My name, sir, is Harry Scott. My father and 
mother are both dead. I live with a woman who 
knew my mother. She is very kind to me; but 
she is poor, and she cannot keep me without work. 
I have tried at a great many hises to get work; 
but nobody wants poor boys.” 

“Have you no friend to recommend you?” 
asked Mr. Gay. 

Harry looked down a moment and turned his 
old cap around in his hand. His face brightened 
as he drew from his pocket a small, well-worn Bi- 
ble. He handed it to Mr. G., saying, ‘That 
book will tell you, sir, of the only friend I have to 
recommend me, It was my mother’s.” Mr. 6. 
took the book. On the first leaf was written, 
“This is your mother’s dying gift. Read it daily, 
my son, and the orphans’ God will be your friend.” 

He elosed the book and laid it on the table. and 
then said, ‘‘Well, Harry, you may make a trial in 
my office. Come in the morning, and, if you suit 
me, I will engage you; but I. shall want you to 
sleep in the office till George Is able to come 
back.” 

‘Thank you, sir,” said Harry. ‘‘I will be here 
early to-morrow morning, and [ will try to make 
myself useful.” 

Putting his Bible in his pocket, he started home- 
ward with a happy heart. 

For a long time Mr. Gay sat there where Harry 
had left him. He was Chinking very seriously. 
The sight of that worn Bible, and the marks he 
had seen in it, had awakened early memories. 
He, too, had once had a Christian mother. She 
had passed away long since. Yet her frequent 
counsels to ‘‘seek the Lord early” were sounding 
in his ears. Life’s busy scenes and cares had 
caused him to forget her words. He thought of 
it long and bitterly; but even now business 3s 
claiming his time and attention, and the subject 
was again put off. gs 

The next morning Harry was at the printing 
office early, ready to make himself useful, as he 
said. By his active and willing obedience he soon 
made many friends. 

He had been there about two weeks, when Mr. 
Gay gave orders for increased diligence in the 
office, as there was a large amount of work that 
must be finished in a few days. That night, be 
fore Harry went to sleep, he resolved to get Up 
very early in the morning, so as to have ever! 
thing in order early. “It is but little that I ca 
do,” thought he; “but I will do what I can. 
And with this thought he soon fell asleep. 

After a long time he got awake. It looked 
very dark. ‘He thought it could not be neat 
morning yet. He was just falling asleep, whe? 
the clock struck five. ‘Time to get up !” thought 
he; and, suiting the action to the word, he w 
soon dressed. He lighted his little lamp, read * 
chapter in his Bible, and then knelt for a few mm 
ments: at his bedside, to seek God's blessing 


Gay's room, he set © 


Upon going into Mr. 
pets. hen he looked after 


work to rekindle the fire. 


the other fires, giving them the attention they 
needed before Oy sg sweep the office. He 


had nearly finished sweeping, when he heard 3 steP 
at the door, and, looking around, he saw Mr. Gay 
standing at the door. 

‘Well, my boy, “how is this, that you are " 
so early? It is but little more than five o'clock. 





“Why, sir,” said Harry, ‘‘I heard you say y% 
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COMPANION. 
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had a great deal to do; and I am going to help all | 
b 2) 

I Well, well,” said Mr. G., “‘I'see you told the 

truth when you said you were not afraid to work. 

What made you think of getting up ?” 

“That every thing might be ready early, sir,” 
he answered. ‘There is one verse in my Bible 
that I think of every day, and it helps me do right. 
It is this: ‘Whether, therefore, ye eat or drink, or 
whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God.’” 

«A faithful boy will become a good and useful 
man,” said Mr. Gay, as he passed into his room. 
“That boy,” thought he, ‘‘seems to live out what 
the Bible teaches! I must try to seek an interest 
in it myself.” For two hours business was set 
aside, that he might seek after more lasting good. 

Let us hope that the example of Harry may con- 
tinue to be blessed. 


—__—_—_+o+—____ 


“J CANNOT AFFORD TO SERVE GOD.” 

“Zach,” said a lady teacher in a mission school 
to a rough, ragged boy, ‘‘why don’t you try to 
serve God ?” 

Looking shrewdly at his teacher, Zach. bluntly 
replied, 

“J can’t afford to serve God.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because,” said he, ‘I work in a ship-yard, 
and as I only earn eighty cents a week, [ steal 
what wood I can, and. carry it off with the chips, 
to make out a living.” 


is careless and thoughtless, one who has pleasant 
smiles, and soft, balmy words, but does nothing 
well, and therefore annoys as much as she pleases.” 
More than one child blushed at hearing this, 
and quickly asked the old gardener what else he 
saw in his dreaming. 

‘Well, there was one garden with a neat fence 
and gateway, and it had the thriftiest rows of lus- 
cious peas and beans, and noble stalks of maize, 
and fragrant, healing sage and mint, and many 
other things with which to feed the hungry and 
heal the sick. There were no weeds in that gar- 
den, and no destroying worms.” 

‘‘Wasn’t that a nice garden? Whose garden 
was that, Francis?” 

“It was a nice garden, but it was not without 
fault. It had neither fruit nor flowers in it. The 
great Gardener of the earth has planted flowers 
for brightness and cheering, and fruits for our re- 
freshment and delight, and he wants us to culti- 
vate smiles, and graces, and all pleasant traits in 
ourselves. The garden of which I have just 
spoken made me think of those who are good, and 
useful, and have few faults, but lack the smile that 
wins and the word that is listened to. They are 
not hated, but they are little loved.” 

‘Tell us some more, Francis.” 

“There was another garden that was well 
planned and well begun, and in it some fine fruit 
trees had been planted, but they were neglected 
and untrimmed, and did not bear half the fruit 
they might, and much of the ground had run to 


More good words were said, and she then left 
the little mouse to its own reflections, while she 
went out for a short walk under the burdock 
leaves. 

No sooner was her back turned than out came 
the little mouse from the corn, let itself down 
the hole, and scampered in the direction of the 
pantry. On its way it met a dashing young rat, 
and asked his advice. 

“Nothing dare, nothing have,” said the rat. 
That advice pleased the little mouse, and it 
marched boldly on—it knew where, for it had often 
heard the old rats describe it. 

At length it reached a secret opening into the 
pantry, and found it—stopped up! How angry 
the little mouse was! while the savory smells that 
came through the walls only aggravated it the 
more. Heedless of danger, it began to gnaw, 
gnaw, gnaw, gnaw, without stopping to listen. A 
rich nibble and a full meal were all it thought of. 
At last it contrived to squeeze in, as tickled as 
could be, and laughing in its sleeves at its cautious 
old mother. In this state of mind, just rounding 
a firkin, a couple of glassy eyes, a huge mouth 
and monstrous whiskers confronted it. A terri- 
ble fright seized its whole body. Where to go 
and what to do it knew not; but it took to its 
legs, got out of a door, then hid, then ran again, 
the yellow cat at its heels. Did she catch it? 
Some time after she was seen licking her lips ; but 
she kept dark, answering no questions. 

Its mother came in from her walk under the 


IMPORTANT TO INVALIDS. 
IMPORTANT TO INVALIDS. 
It is well known to the Medical Profession that 
IRON 


is the VITAL PRINCIPLE or LIFE ELEMENT of the Blood. 
This is derived chiefly from the food we eat; but if the food is not 
properly digested, or if, from any cause whatever, the necessary 
quantity of iron is not taken into the circulation, or becomes re- 


duced, the whole system suffers. The bad “blood will irritate the 
heart, will clog up the lungs, will stupefy the brain, will obstruct 
the liver, and will send its disease-vroducing elements to all parts 
of the system, and every one will suffer in whatever organ may 
be predisposed to disease. 

It is only since the discovery of that valuable combination 
known as PERUVIAN SYRUP that the great power of this VI- 
TALIZING AGENT over disease has been brought to light. 


THE PERUVIAN SYRUP 


is a PROTECTED solution of the PROTOXIDE OF IRON. 

A New Discovery in Medicine, 

A New Discovery in Medicine, 

that STRIKES AT THE ROOT OF DISEASE by supplying the 

blood with its 

Vita PRINCIPLE oR Lire ELEMENT, IRON. 
Tue Peruvian Syrup 

Cures Dyspepsia, Liver Complaint, Dropsy, &c. 

Tne Pervvian Syrup 

Infuses strength, new life and vigor into the system. 

Tue Pervvian Syrup 

Contains no Alcohol, and is pleasant to take, 

Tue Peruvian Syrup 

Cures Chronic Diarrhea and all Skin Diseases, 





“It is wicked to steal. Suppose you give up 
stealing for a month, and see how you make out ?” 

The poor boy promised. In three weeks he 
went to his teacher, and said, 

“I gave up stealing, and my master raised my 
wages to a dollar a week, without being asked.” 

Shortly after, his old habit got the mastery over 
him so far that he took up a stick of wood to 
carry it off. But his promise and the command 
of God flashed upon his mind, and he threw 
down the wood, saying in his heart, ‘‘I won’t steal 
any more. It is better to starve than steal.” 

That was a heroic speech, and that child of 
poverty and sin became a hero by that act of re- 
sistance to temptation. I am pleased to be able 
to add that he made up his mind to serve God, 
and is now a happy member of the ‘‘church” of 
Jesus Christ. Instead of saying, “I can’t afford 
to serve God,” his language is, *‘Z can’t afford to 
neglect the service of God.” That poor boy has 
learned the great lesson of life. I hope, my 
child, you, too, have learned it by a shorter and 
more pleasant method, and that you, too, are say- 
ing for yourself, ‘‘J can’t afford to neglect the ser- 
vice of God.” 





THE BOY’S POUND. 


We may glory in the cross of Christ, for this 
among other reasons, that even a child may aid in 
its great mission of mercy to the world. A com- 
pany of men were pushing a boat into the water, 
but it stuck so fast they could not move it. 

‘Another pound,” said one, ‘‘and it will go.” 

“I can push a pound,” answered a little boy. 

Upon the addition of his strength the boat again 
moved, and soon floated on the water. But all 
these men could not of themselves move the big 
vessel. The boy’s pound did it. 

Remember this, men and women. 
this, children. 
ones. 


Remember 
Don’t despise the help of the little 








CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





For the Companion. 


“WHAT WILL YOU PLANT IN YOUR 
GARDEN ?” 


“Good morning, Francis, good morning!” 
shouted a group of children as they gathered 
around the old gardener. His smile was like sun- 
shine as he returned their good morning, and one 
and another exclaimed, as they had often done be- 
fore, ‘‘How happy you always are, Francis!” ‘‘Are 
you so happy because you live among flowers and 
fruits?” ‘I wish I had a fine garden to live in!” 

Old Francis’s face grew a little graver as he 
said, ‘“‘Sometimes I seem to half dream as I am at 
work here alone, and once I saw that all you chil- 
dren had gardens of your own, and vou did with 
them as you liked.” 

“What did we do with them, Francis ?” 

“Some did one thing, and some another,” he 
answered, slowly and sadly. 

“Well what did we do? Please tell us.” 

“One boy planted a young oak right in the 
centre of his ground, and watered it and nourished 
it, and seemed to heed nothing else. Under and 
around it grew rank weeds and brambles, and a 
rough, unsightly tangle of brushwood, in which 
toads burrowed, and snakes crawled and nursed 
their broods. In fact, nothing gogd could grow 

under its heavy, chilling shadow.” 
“Whose garden was that ?” 

_ “I dont want to call names,” said Francis, ‘for 

it was a kind of a dream I had, but then it had a 


meaning, and wouldn’t have come into my mind if 
Thad not seen young aor neglecting every thing 

i ,» nursing in their hearts 
a hey senseless ambition, around, which a multi- 
tude of evil habits and passions gather, and take 
root, and grow, spoiling the whole garden of the 
heart. Under the cold, sickly shadow of ambi- 
tion you may dlways find mean and crawling 


that is pleasant and go 


things, such as envy, jealousy, and falsehood.” 
One of the boys began to look red and troubled 


It may be that he had been planting ambition in 


his little heart-garden. 


¢ 


“‘Well there was one, (and it seemed to me to 
git!) in which there was a profu- 

, they were very thick, but the 
weeds were thick, too, and choked the flowers and 


belong to a little 
sion of flowers: 


spoiled the looks of every thing.” 
‘‘What was that like, Francis?” 


waste.” 


‘*What was that like ?” 
“Well, it made me think of the child who has 
good principles and purposes, but is full of indo- 
lence, who begins well, but soon grows weary, and 
loiters when its work is half done.” 
One of the smallest girls hung her head, and 
twisted and twisted the stem of the rose bud in 
her hand; but I doubt whether she knew what she 
was doing, for her eye-lashes were wet with tears. 
She might have been thinking of the promises she 
had made and but half kept, and the good resolu- 
tions she had so often forgotten. God help the 
little thing to do better, so that her life may be 
more beautiful and fruitful ! 
‘*Well,” remarked Francis, ‘‘I saw one beauti- 
ful garden, a perfect garden. In it grew every 
thing that was good and pleasant, nothing left 
out. It was well-planned and well cared for, and 
in it was no unsightly thing, so that I said, ‘This, 
surely, is the garden of the Lord, the garden of 
the planting of His own right hand.’ It seemed to 
me the heart of a purified, sanctified child, and I 
prayed that every little dear one for whom I gath- 
er flowers and fruits might have such a garden 
of beauty and excellence in the heart which God 
has given it to plant and watch over.” 
Old Francis looked earnestly into the eyes of 
the listening group around him, his own eyes 
brimming with tears, while he questioned, “And 
now, precious ones, what will you plant in your 
heart-gardens? Plant something, plant some- 
thing, or unplanted weeds will have the whole; 
and plant those things which are most excellent, 
that you may meet the Lord when He cometh with 
rejoicing, and hear His blessed ‘Well done.’ ” 

P. H. P. 
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LITTLE JANE AND HER BROTHER. 


Near sunset on a summer's eve, on rambling up a Jane, 

I met a child who told me that her name was “little Jane,” 
1 love to talk with children, so, tarrying a while, 

I thus addressed the maiden as I sat upon the stile: 





burdock leaves, and never saw her mouse again. 
‘Ah, it is a sorry sign when children find fault 
with what is set before them,” she said, and sighed. 








S27 Coucus, Broncuitis, HOARSENESS, CoLDs, INFLUENZA, 
ASTHMA, CaTARRH, any Irritation or Soreness® of the Throat, 
INSTANTLY RELIEVED by Brown's Bronchial ‘Troches. To PuBLIC 
Speakers and Sinoers they are effectual in clearing and giving 
strength to the voice. 9—lw 
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$2" Dr. HatstepD, of Round Hill Water Cure, Northampton, 
Mass, has so tar perfected his *‘Motorpathic system" of treatment 
that many cases of incipieut prolapsus uteri, kindred weak- 
nesses and ulcerations cau be cured by one consultation and fol- 
lowing his iustructions. The plan and remedies for self or home 
treatment are potent and restorative. They dispel pain aud 
weakness in the back, strengthen the nerves, tone the h, 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Builds up the broken-down constitution. 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Cures Nervous Affections, and all Female Complaints. 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Is an excellent substitute for wine or brandy. 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 
nvigorates the weak and debilitated. 
Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Cures all diseases of the Kidneys and Bladder. 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Restores the vigor of youth to the worn-out system. 


Tue Peruvian Syrup 


Animates and invigorates an over-worked brain. 


p. hiet taini 





and obviate indigestion and constipation, 
Confirmed cases and bed-ridden patients can be so much 
relieved at one visit as to give them faith of ultimate recovery at 
his institution. Water treatment may be used to tone the system, 
or it may not, but supporters, caustic or harsh treatment, never. 
The organ, ouce only mvtorpathically adjusted, no ordinary exer- 
tion will displace it; and after a short treatment its healthy condi- 
tion becomes fixed and permanent. 
‘This method is so simple and reliable that it is working a revo- 
lution in the treatment of women's diseases. Physicians are 
cordially invited to test its value. And their attention is also 
called to his treatment of neuralgic and spinal difficulties, by 
which the vital forces are renewed, strength and elasticity restored, 
and broken down constitutions renovated, The names of thou- 
sands of invalids who have been cured at his institution are on 
record, with a history of their suiterings. Further information 
will be given if desired. 9— 





SABBATH SCHOOL TEACHERS 


Find no Book of Msuic equal to “THE CHERUB" a new book, 
by J. C. JOHNSON. ‘The variety of its pieces; the good style and 
taste displayed in their selection, and the general attractiveness 
of the whole volume, commend it to the good favor and patronage 
of all who are interested in that which wall interest the young. In 
order that its adoption in Schools may not be prevented by its 
cost, it is furnished at the following low prices,—boards, 25 cts. 
each: $22 per 100; paper, 20 cts. each; $17 per 100. OLIVER 
DITSON & CO., Publishers, 277 Washi Street. 9—lw 








I AM CORED. 


“T have taken six doses of Radway's Pills, of three pills each’ 
in six days; they cured me of Constipation, Indigestion and Dys- 
pepsia. I have taken B——th’s, A——rs', and many other pills 
for years, and could only obtain temporary relief. If I stopped the 
use of these pills for a week my old complaint would apptar. Six 
doses of Radway's Pills cured me. 





“Dear child,” said T, “how is it that thus lonely here you stay? 
Have you no little brother to come out with you to play?” 


eves, 
A pearly tear bedewed her cheek; I gazed in sad surprise. 


“IT have a little brother, sir,” ‘twas thus the maid replied, 
“He went to heaven—a happy place—but mother said he died. 
‘No, mother, no, he is not dead —he is not dead,’ said I; 

‘For Jesus said, “He that believes in Me shall never die.” 


“William believed his Saviour, and I've often heard him say 
He'd rather think of Jesus than to pass his time at play. 

Can you, sir, tell me where to go that I may Jesus find? 

I'm sure He'd take me in His arms, He is so good and kind, 


“With Him my little brother lives—my brother is not dead— 
But lives in heaven with Him by whom the little lambs are fed. 
Before he went he gave to me his bg pecy and his books, 

He kissed me, and so happy seemed, I can't forget his looks. 


“He was so glad to go ona: and said it was no pain 
To leave us for a little while, for we should meet again. 
And yet, kind sir, I often cry, I am so much alone; 

I fear he has forgot me quite, so long he has been gone. 


“I know he’s happy where he is, and do not wish him here. 
Please, sir, is heaven a long way off, or is it very near? 

Could I just go and speak to him, then back to mother come? 
He knows so many pretty hymns, I'm sure he'd sing me some. 


“In heaven the happy angels sing—in heaven they all rejoice; 
And then I know his Saviour hears my little brother's voice. 

1 sing his hymns, I love his ways, his Saviour mine shall be; 
And then he may say, ‘Suffer little Jane to come to me.’ 


“‘And when I go I'll ask if I'—**Dear child,” said I, “forbear.” 


I descended from the stile and I breathed a fervent prayer 
That He who doth ali blessings unto those that ask rt. 


So, patting from the child, I said, “‘God bless you, little Jane;" 
And ‘twill be long ere I forget my ramble up the lane. 

May all who read this artless tale of simple faith and love 

Be brought to seek the Saviour here and dwell with Him above. 
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THE MOUSE THAT DID NOT LIKE ITS 
SUPPER. 





It wanted what it could not have. 


A glance that pierced me through the heart shot from her starlike 


bea | be pleased with His grace Divine to touch this youthful 
eart. 


A little mouse once found fault with its supper. 


’ “Tell us about. some of the other gardens, Fran- 
1s?” 


*‘My child,” said its old mother, ‘‘your supper 
is better than many little mice get. Many little 
mice get nothing.” 
This did not make it any better pleased or more 
thankful. ‘It did not care whether other little 
mice went hungry or not,” it said; ‘‘for its part, 
it wanted cheese ;” and because it gould not have 
it, it ran up into a corner of the hole, turned its 
back and pouted. Ah, I’m afraid there are other 
auehty children who do just so. 

“Can't I go and get some myself?” cried the 
foolish little mouse. 

“My child,” said the patient mother, ‘‘you 
know not the traps that are sét in our way. te 
you forgot that terrible enemy of our race, the 
great yellow cat, that ate up your cousins? Re- 
member how well you are off, and let well enough 
alone, before you leave our snug hole for the un- 
certainties of life on the premises. We are near 
enough to the to satisfy every reasonable 


STEPHEN Bennett, U. 8. C. 8. 

I have suffered with Dyspepsia and Liver Complaint for seven 
years—have used all sorts of pills—they would give me temporary 
comfort, but was compelled té& take them all the time. 1 have 
used one box of Dr. Radway's Pills, l am cnred, I have not taken 
a particle of medicine in six months. a 
C. M. Cuitps, Roxbury, Mass. 

Sold by Druggists everywhere. 9—lw 





NEW EDITION READY TO-MORROW. 


HE CAN CONQUER WHO THINKS HE CAN. 
A book which presents words of encouragement and bright ex- 
amples of perseverance to youth, showing that by effort, hard study 
and a fixed determination, they may reach the goal which is to 
make them men honored and respected. 
227 pages, 16mo..........Fancy Cloth. 
PRICE, 75 CENTS. 


WM. H. HILL, Jr., 


47 CORNHILL, 


DAVIS’ PAIN KILLER. 
This great public benefaction, we are happy to learn, is still ful- 
filling its mission of relief, and alleviating many of the thousand 
ills that flesh is heir to. Its domain is the wide, wide world, and 
wherever a Yankee has set his foot, may be found doing its work. 
Its virtues have been so thoroughly tested, that it needs no 
lengthy recommendation, to entitle it to the public confidence. It 
is phatically h hold remedy, and if kept on hand and 
used as occasion may require, will save much suffering, besides 
very sensibly diminishing the expenses for medical attendance.— 
Providence (R. I.) Weekly Times. 
Price 35 cts., 75 cts. and $1,50 per bottle. 


Published by 
iw 
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certificates of cures and recommendations 


a Y 
from some of the most eminent physicians, clergymen and others, 
will be sent FREE to any address. 


We select a few of the names to show the character of the tes 


timonials : 


Rev. John Pierpont, 
Rev.Warren Burton, 
Rev. Arthur B. Fuller, 
Rev. Gurdon Robins, 
Rev. Sylvanus Cobb, 


Lewis Johnson, M. D., 
Roswell Kinney, M. D., 
8. H. Kendall, M, Db , 
W. R. Chisholm, M, D., 
Francis Dana, M. D., 
Rev. T. Starr King, Marcelino Aranda, M. D., 
Rev. Ephraim Nute, Jr., Abraham Wendell, M, D., 
Rev. Jos. H, Clinch, A. A. 
Rev. Abm, Jackson, & 
Kev, J. Pearson, Jr., H, E, Kinney, M. D., 
Rev. Henry Upham, John E. Williams, Esq., 
Kev. 8. H. Riddel, Thomas A, Dexter, Esq., 
Thomas C, Amory, Esq., 


Rev. P. C, Headley, 
Rev. John W. Olmstead, Hon, Peter Harvey. 


tar™ There can be but one stronger proof than the testimony of 
such men as these, and that is A PERSONAL TRIAL. Jt has cured 
thousands where other remedies have failed to give relief, and tn- 
valids cannot reasonably hesitate to give it a trial, 
FOR SALE BY 

SETH W. FOWLE & CO., 18 Tremont Street, Boston, 

J. P. DINSMORE, 491 Broadway, New York, 
And by all Druggists. 7—eowly 





HENRIEB’S KAKALINE. 

FOR THE HAIR! 

FOR THE HAIR! ? 
Prepared from the Bark, Root and Flower of the Persian PLANT, 


KAKALI. 


It is the identical preparation used by all the Eastern nations 
for the GRowTH and PRESERVATION of the Hair, and by its use the 
Uair retains its youthful luxuriance and color through life. 
One application will keep the Hair moist for several days, and 
retain it in any REQUIRED POSITION, without the aid of any other 
preparation. 
it will perfectly prevent the Hair from FALLING OFF, and 
quickly cause a new crop to come in, giving the whole a beauti- 
fully permanent dark glossy appearance. 

It will Remove all ndruff, keep the Scalp Clean, and the 
Hair Sweet, Moist and Soft. 
It contains no oil, alcohol, or any other injurious ingredients, 
and is the MOST PERFECT HALK DRESSING in the World! 


IT IS A LUXURY! IT IS A LUXURY TO USE IT! 
Sold everywhere. Price Fifty Cents. Wholesale Depot, No. 46 
WEEKS 





Cliff Street, New York. ston Agents — & POTTER, 
and GEO. C. GOODWIN & CO. bs—lyis 
FAMILY DYE COLORS! 
K MAGENTA, 
DARK BLUE, MAROON, 
LIGHT BLUE, ORANGE, 
FRENCH BLUE PINK, 
CLARET BROWN, PURPLE, 
RK BROWN, ROYAL PURPLE, 
LIGHT BROWN SALMON 
SNUFF BROWN. SCARLET, 
CRIMSON SLATE, 
DARK DRAB, SOLFERINO, 
LIGHT DRAB VIOLET 
DARK GREEN. YELLOW. 


LIGHT GREEN, 


For Dyeing Silk, Woollen and Mixed Goods, Shawls, Scarfs, 
Dresses, Ribbons, Gloves, bonnets, Hats, Feathers, 
Kid Gloves, Children's Clothing, and all 
Kinds of Wearing Apparel. 


A SAVING OF 80 PER CENT. 
For 25 cents you can color as many goods as would otherwise 
cost five times that sum. Various shades can be produced from 


the same Dye. The process is simple, and any one can ase the 
Dye with p success. 





“O, WON'T YOU PLEASE TO DON'T!” 


LITTLE PRUDY, 


A Collection of Little Prudy Stories, gathered from the ‘‘Con- 
gregationalist’ and “Little Pilgrim,” to which are added many 
new stories, the whole making an attractive book for little folks. 
Handsomely illustrated. Price 50 cents. 

LEE & SHEPARD, Publishers, 
149 Washington Street, Boston. 
ae a by mail on receipt of price, and for sale by all Booksellers. 





REMOVAL. 


A. M. McPHAIL & CO., 
PIANO-FORTE MANUFACTURERS, 
Have removed from 514, to bat mere central and extensive prem- 


385 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, 
will be for sale and to let. 


Among the disti hed musicians who use and 
the STAR SCALE PIANOS, are Mesdam 
and VARIAN; 











“The heart of a kind, good-natured child, who 








want, and there’s your fine playground among, the 
rafters.” _ - 


Where a splendid stock of their UNRIVALLED STAR PIANOS 


recommend 
es BISHOP, FABBRI 


; also, Messrs. MULDER, HOFFMAN, and others. 
A. M. McPHAIL & CO., 


in English, French and German, inside of each 
package. 


For further information in Dyeing, and giving a perfect know- 
ledge what colors are best adapted to dye over others, (with 


many valuable receipts,) purchase Howe & Stevens’ Treatise on 
Dy _ ne Sent by mail on receipt of price,—10 cents. 
—BY— anufactured by BOSE, 8T veut 8, 
ROADWAY, Boston. 
SOPHIE MAY. For sale by Draggists and Dealers generally.  ' 8—eow10 





ONE OF 
HUNNEWELL’S GREAT REMEDIES. 
HUNNEWELL'S TOLU ANODYNE. 


This justly celebrated preparation, which has so truly earned 
the name and fame of a True Anodyne_ by results which had baf 
fled every other attempt at cure or relief in Neuralgia, Rheuma- 
tism, Gout, Nervous Headache, Tooth and Earache, Cholera Mor- 
Pains in the Stomach or Bowels, Hysteria, Distress aftez 
Loss of Sleep, General Nervous ity, Paroxysms in 
Whooping Cough, now declared to be Jargely nervous, 
ains in Monthly Menstruation, a 

portant points in medicine. A lady writes from New 
York, “were it ten dollars a drop, I would not be without it in my 
family, and no one should be without it.” 

ta For by all Wholesale and Retail Dealers. 

JOHN L. HUNNEWELL, Proprietor, 
Practical Chemist, Boston, Mass. 
50—dec, mch, june. 





HOOP SKIRTS VERY CHEAP! 


25 BPRINGS..c.ccccecssecesesteonestessnereee ss LBs 
30 SPRINGS.. + $1.50. 
SUMING. .005.schckce nsddeocbeues cases ‘$1,765. 


MRS. CHARLOTTE M. ADAMS, 
300........ Washington Street:.......300. 
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385 WaAsHINGTON STREET, Boston. 
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THE YOUTH’S 


COMPANION. 








THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
BOSTON, ‘MARCH 8, 1864. 


Terms of the Companion. 


The price of the Companion is One Dollar a 
year, strictly in advance. 


When payment is delayed beyond one month 
from the commencement of the subscription year, 
One Dollar and Twenty-five Cents will invariably 
be charged. 


MOTION AND FORCES. 
Has it ever occurred to our readers who play 
with balls that, if a ball is dropped on the ground, 
and if, at the same moment, a ball were dropped 
to the ground on the opposite side of the earth, 
the two balls wonld fall towards each other? 
Now, why do the balls fall? A power in the earth, 
which is unseen, like the power of God, draws | 
them down towards the earth’s centre. Let us | 
drop the ball down a deep pit. How fast will it| 
travel? During the first second of time it will | 
descend 16 feet, but in two seconds it will fall 64 
feet, and in three it will fall 144 feet; and thus its 
speed will continue to increase according ‘‘to the 
square of the distance,” until it reaches the bot- 
What is “the square of the distance?” It 
means the number of seconds multiplied by itself. 
Thus—3 multiplied by 3 is 9, and 9 multiplied by 
16, the speed of the first second, is 144—the num- 
ber of feet which any body would fall in three sec- 
onds. 





tom. 





Now, this shows why it would be dangerous to} 
you to fall from a great height. When you leap 
from a table you alight with a slow motion, and 
are not hurt; but if you leaped from a house-top, 
your motion, when you reached the ground, would 
be so much quicker as to break your bones; and 
if you fell down the deep shaft of a mine, you 
would be dashed to pieces by the quick concussion 
of your body and the earth at the bottom. 

The same law of speed, or velocity, acts in up- 
ward motions as in the downward. If I shot an 
arrow or a ball straight up, and you stood by 
with a second-watch in your hand, you could tell 
how high it ascended, by the time it took to re- 
turn to the earth. But in this case you must take 
only half the number of seconds. Why? Because 
half the time is spent in the upward and half in the 
downward journey. The force which brings it 
down would hinder its going up. The force which 
sends it up is exactly equal in the ascending body 
to that which brings it down, however little or 
much it may rise. The two forces being equally 
balanced in the two journeys, the upward and the 
downward course occupy exactly equal time. To 
know how high it went we must, therefore, take 
half the number of seconds which elapsed between 
the shot and the return, multiplied by itself, and 
then multiplied by 16. Thus, if the time of flight 
was 8 seconds, we take 4, which, multiplied by it- 
self, is 16, and 16 multiplied by 16 is 256, showing 
the arrow or ball to have risen 256 feet from the 
earth. We cannot fathom the depth of a pit so 
easily, owing to the time taken by the sound. in 
rising from an uncertain depth, requiring a more 
complex calculation. 

A stream of treacle shows the increasing mo- 
tion a body acquires during its descent. The 
stream at its commencement may be as thick as 
your wrist, but if it be long enough it will become 
as thin as a baby’s little finger; and yet the treacle 
would fill a utensil as quickly where the stream is 
thin as where it is thick, because it there flows 
just as many times faster as it is many times thin- 
ner. 





THE DIVERS. 


During a recent visit to Port Royal I witnessed 
with considerable interest the operations of the 
divers employed to clean the bottoms of the moni- 
tors, and perform other operations under the wa- 
ter. Messrs. Joseph H. Smith and James B. 
Phelps have a contract with the government for 
the performance of this work, and have been of 
great use here. The principal diver—appropri- 
ately named Waters—is so used to this work that 
he has become almost amphibious, remaining for 
five or six hours at a time under water. A man 


of Herculean strength and proportions, when clad | 


in his submarine armor he becomes monstrous in 
size and appearance. 

A more singular sight than to see him roll or 
tumble into the water and disappear from sight, 
or pop up, blowing, as the air escapes from 
his helmet, like a young whale, can scarcely be 
imagined. Waters has his own ideas of a joke, 
and when he has a curious audience, will wave his 
scraper about as ‘‘he bobs around” on the water, 
with the air of a veritable river god. One of his 
best jokes—the better for being a veritable fact— 
occurred last summer. While he was employed 
scraping the hull of one of the monitors, a negro 


from one of the up-river plantations came along- | 


side with a boat load of watermelons. While 
busy selling his melons the diver came up, 
rested himself on the side of the boat. 

The negro stared at the extraordinary appear- 
ance thus suddenly coming out of the water, with 
alarmed wonder, but when the diver seized one of 
best-melons in the boat and disappeared under 
the water, the gurgling of the air from the helmet 
mixing with the muffled laughter, the fright of the 


negro reached a climax. Hastily seizing his oars, | 
without waiting to be paid for his melons, he put | 
off at his best speed, and has not been seen in the 
vicinity of Station Creek since. He cannot be 
tempted beyond the bounds of the plantation, and 
believes that the Yankees have brought river | 
devils to aid ther? in making war. | 

The diver when clothed in his armor is weighted | 
with one hundred and eighty-five pounds. Be-| 
sides his armor, he has two leaden pads, fitting to | 
his breast and back. The soles of his shoes are | 
of lead, an inch and a half thick. All this weight 
is needed to overcome the buoyancy given by the 
mass of air forced into the armor and dress, the 
latter of India rubber, worn by the diver. When 
below the surface he can instantly bring himself 
up by closing momentarily the — in the 
helmet for the escape of the air. His buoyancy is 
immediately increased, and he pops up like a cork, 
and floats at will upon the surface. The work of 
scraping the bottoms of the monitors is very ardu- 
ous. 

The diver sits upon a spar, lashed athwart the 
bottom of the vessel, so arranged as to be moved 
as the work progresses, and with a scraper fixed 
to a long handle, works on both sides of himself 
as far as he can reach. The mass of oysters that 
become attached to the iron hulls of one of the 
Monitors, even during one summer here, is im- 
mense. By actual measurement it was estimated 
that two hundred and fifty bushels of oysters, 
shells and sea-weed were taken from the bottom 
of the Montauk alone. The captains of the moni- 
tors have sometimes indulged in the novelty of a 
mess of oysters raised on the hulls of their own 
vessels. 
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GRANDFATHER’S SECRET. 


Old songs and old sayings are dear to us all, 

As summer’s glad music where bright waters fall; 
They glow in remembrance like clouds in the west, 
When Sol in deep splendor seems sinking to rest. 


You ask, my dear boys, how I gained all my gold; 
*Tis a secret worth knowing, and soon shall be told,: 
I love our old proverbs in prose or in song, 

And those who act by them will never do wrong. 
They teach us true honor, they bid us excel, 

And this is the secret you wish me to tell: 
‘*Whatsoever’s worth doing is worth doing well.” 


What a wonderful web the small spider weaves! 

A light, fairy mansion among the green leaves ; 

The brave little ant builds an underground rail, 

The nautilus steers without rudder or sail! 

The bird’s-nest, the bee-hive, the silkworm’s fine cell, 
All, all of this powerful principle tell : 
“‘Whatsoever’s worth doing is worth doing well.” 


In life’s varied task, boys, for wealth or for fame, 
In thought as in deed, boys, be always the same; 
Whether helping the poor, or attending the great, 
Do your best—’tis the stepstone to man’s high estate. 
*Tis Nature’s sweet lesson from dingle and dell, 
The lives of our worthies the same story tell : 
‘‘Whatsoever’s worth doing is worth doing well.” 
> 
ASIATIC TOYS. 


The love of frolic and fun among children is not 
affected by either climate or race. The young 
Asiatic, as well as the young European, is equally 
amused by 

Trifles light as air.” 


The natives of India are very clever at toy and 
model-making. At all their fairs and religious 
assemblies the toy-makcr is a very important per- 
son, and his wares are spread out to captivate the 
attention of both young and old. In the great 
Exhibition of 1851 the Indian Court contained a 
large collection of toys. 

The Chinese also make very curious and odd- 
looking toys. They are celebrated kite-makers 
and kite-flyers. Some of their kites are so won- 
derfully made, that, when high in the air, they 
look like real birds. 

The ninth day of the ninth month is a grand 
kite-flying festival in China, which is not confined 
to children, but grown-up persons also enjoy the 
sport. 





— +) -- 
A FAIR RETORT. 


A sailor was called upon the stand as a witness. 

‘*Well, sir,” said the lawyer, ‘‘do you know the 
plaintiff and defendant ?” 

*“T don’t know the drift of them words,” an- 
swered the sailor. 

‘‘What, not know the meaning of plaintiff and 
defendant ?” continued the lawyer; ‘‘a pretty fel- 
low you to come here as a witness. Can you tell 
me where on board ship it was that this man 
struck the other one ?” 

**Abaft the binnacle,” said the sailor. 

“‘Abaft the binnacle,” said the lawyer, ‘‘what 
do you mean by that?” 

“A pretty fellow,” responded the sailor, ‘to 
| come here as a lawyer, and don’t know what abaft 
the binnacle means.”—Sailor’s Magazine. 





A DEAD MAN DRIVING A HORSE. 


The Galena Democrat tells of 2 man who, in a 
buggy, was slowly passing a farm-house in the 
neighborhood of Warren, IIl., one of the cold 
days last month. The good woman of the house, 
thinking that he must be very cold, called to him 
to come in and warm himself. He made no reply, 
but turning neither to the right nor left, kept ay 
ly on his way. The lady, fearing that the man 
| would freeze—knowing that there was no house 
| for five miles in the direction he was going—re- 
quested her husband to follow him and induce him 
| to stop and warm himself. He did so, and coming 





and | up, found him frozen stiff, dead, with whip in one 


hand and lines in the other. 
_——_+oo——___——- 
AN OWL’S RETALIATION. 


Some time since one of my servants brought me 
an owl which he had captured. It was a fine, vig- 


sat with the solemnity of a judge; but a cat, 
that happened to be in the room, eyed his lord- 
ship with no sort of reverence, and watching her 
opportunity, when she thought he was wrappeé in 
his intensest day-dream, she sprang upon the table, 
and seizing the breast of the dignified bird, was 
about to devour him. But with surprising activity 
he instantly liberated himself from the claws of his 
antagonist, and rising into the air a few feet, 
darted down rapidly on the back of the astonished 
cat, who ran round the room in agony, with her 
assailant riding triumphantly upon her back, and 
pinching her severely with claws and beak. 


+or 





TOM THUMB RIVALLED. 
The Rochester Democrat, mentioning a visit of 
Joseph Leffel, of Springfield, O., to the former 
city, says: 








“He is the smallest business man in the world, | 
and indeed quite an atom, as compared with Gen. 

Tom Thumb, Mr. Leffel being only forty-four | 
inches in height, and weighing but fifty-five | 
pounds! Mr. Leffel is now thirty-two years of) 
age. He is an intelligent, able-bodied, handsome | 
featured man, and sports a moustache that would | 
really do credit to the Scotch giant. He has| 
filled the office of Supervisor in Springfield, and | 
is regarded as one of the most public spirited citi- | 
zens at that place.” He is about to marry Miss | 
Sarah E. Balton, who is smaller than Mrs. Thumb, 

and was formerly Dolly Dutton’s maid of honor. | 


—_—_——_+o+—__—_ 


THE RUSSIAN PRINCESS. ton 
A Russian princess of great beauty, in company | 


with her father and a young French marquis, | 
visited a celebrated Swiss doctor of the eightéenth | 
century, Michael Scuppach; when the marquis be-| 
gan to pass one of his jokes upon the long white | 
beard of one of the doctor's neighbors, who was | 
present. He offered to bet twelve louisd’ors that | 
no lady present would dare to kiss the dirty old | 
fellow! The Russian princess ordered her attend- | 
ant to bring a plate, deposited twelve louisd’ors, | 


decline his .stake. 
proached the peasant, saying—‘‘Permit me, ven- 
erable father, to salute you after the manner of 
my country,” and embraced and gave him a kiss. 
She then presented him what was on the plate, 
saying: ‘“Take this as a remembrance of me, and 
as a sign that the Russian girls think it their duty 
to honor old age.” 
——_—_+o 


FACTS ABOUT RAILROAD SPEED. 


A railroad car moves about seventy-four feet, 
or twice its own length, ina second. At this ve- 
locity the locomotive driving-wheel, six feet in di- 
ameter, makes four revolutions in a second, the 
gm thus traversing the cylinder eight times. 

f a horse and carriage should approach and cross 
a track at the rate of six miles an hour, an ex- 
press train approaching at the moment would 
move toward it two hundred and fifty-seven feet 
while it was in the act of crossing; if the horse 
moved no faster than a walk, the train would move 
toward it more than five hundred feet, which fact 
accounts for the many accidents at such points. 
When the locomotive whistle is opened at the 
post eighty rods from the crossing, the train will 
advance nearly one hundred feet before the sound 
of the whistle traverses to and is heard at the 
crossing. 


44> 





PUZZLE. 


Fifty set down, it matters much which way, 
And naught to it add without delay, 
Add five unto the naught placed at the right hand, 
That all in one perfect line may stand, ; 
Then each in four equal parts divide, 

And place the first fourth by the side. 

The sum thus worked, if rightly done, 

Will prove what tempts men risks to run. 


The solution is as follows : 


Fifty, . L 
Naught, . oO 
Five, . i ‘ ° Vv 
1-4 0f each, . e ° E 





A ricH gentleman once said to a day laborer, 
‘Do you know to whom these estates belong on 
the borders of thé lake ?” 

*‘No,” replied the man. 

‘They belong to me,” said the rich man. 

‘‘And the wood and the cattle, do you know 
whose-they are ?” 

“No.” 

‘**They are mine, also,” continued the rich man. 
‘*Yes, all that you can see is mine.” 

The peasant stood still a moment, then pointed 
to heaven, and in a solemn tone asked, 

“Is this also thine? If that be thine, though 
a thou art truly rich; if that be not thine, 

owever rich thou art poor indeed.” 


An Ohio Colonel tells a curious story. A sol- 
dier in his regiment, who in consequence of a 
fever had lost his voice, and had not 
speak for months, seized the colorsfrom the hands 
of the fallen color-bearer in the attack of Mission- 
ary Ridge, and shouted aloud, ‘‘Come on, boys!” 
i that moment he has been able to talk as 
usual. 


A MAN who had both hands frozen during the 
cold snap in Chicago, put them into warm water, 
by which means they were rendered a mass of pu- 
trified flesh, and will probably have to be am- 
putated. 


‘‘Wuat's whiskey bringing?” inquired a large 
dealer in that article. 

‘‘Bringing men to the gallows, and women and 
children to want,” was the reply. 


In New York, on Friday, a little girl snatched 
an apple from a- stand and started to ru across 
the street, when she was knocked down by:a horse 





orous bird. I placed it on a side-table, where it 





ear and killed instantly. 


and sent it to the marquis, who was too polite to | 
The fair Russian then ap-| 


een able to} , 


PUBLIC BENEFACTRESs. 
MRS. A. ALLEN, 


A LADY OF WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION, 
Her preparations for the Hair have not only th 


e 
the United States and Canada, but within the past weet Sale tm 
supply the immense demand from foreign countries, é 
their exclusive sale have been opened in Londen and iy 
Also in Paris, Havana, Vera Cruz and Valparaiso. erpeel. 


Cars, to 

Pots for 
MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 

WORLD’S HAIR RESTORER 


Is suited to both young and old. It strengthens the Hair. 
vents its falling or turrang grey, and imparts to itg bean pre- 
glossy appearance. It never fails tifal, 


TO RESTORE GREY HAIR 
To its Original Youthful Color, 
THE RESTOREBR REPRODUCES. 
THE HAIR DRESSING CULTIVATES AND BEAUTIFIEg 
MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 
WORLD’S HAIR DRESSING, OR ZYLOBALSAuTy 
is essential to use with the Restorer, but the Hair Dregsin as 
often restores, and never fails to invigorate, beautity and 
fresh the Hair, rendering it soft, silky and glossy, and’ dispo, wa 
it to remain in any desired position. sing 
FOR LADIES AND CHILDREN 
whose Hair requires frequent dressing, it has noe 
toilet is complete without it. The rich, glossy appearance impart- 
ed is truly wonderful. It cleanses the Hair, removes ali day 
and imparts to ita most delightful fragrance. It will prevent the 
Hair from falling out, and is the most economical and Valuable 
air Dressing known. Millions of bottles sold every year. 
MBS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 


WORLD'S 


HAIR RESTORER 


ZYLOBALSAMU™M. 
Sold by Druggists thronghout the World, 
DEPOT, 198 GREENWICH 8T., NEW YorE 
49—lyp . : 


qual. No lady's 








FOR COUGHS, COLDS AND CONSUMPTIon, 


The VEGETABLE PULMONARY BALSAM is the most high. 
ly approved medicine ever discovered. Jt has stood the best of alt 
tests, Time, having had an unprecedented sale of nearly Jor 
years. Itis recommended by our best physicians, our most emj- 
nent citizens, the Press, the Trade, in tact by all who know it 
For certiticates, which can be given to almost any extent, see 
wrappers to each bottle. The Proprietors will cheertuily refund 
the money if not entirely satisfactory. VPrice 50 cents and $1; the 
large bottle, much the cheapest. Se careful to get the genuine 
which is prepared only by REBD, CUTLER & CO.” 





52—6m Wholesale Drugyists, Boston, 
256. 256. 256. 256. 256. 
YOU ARE RESPECTFULLY INVITED TO CALL AND 
EXAMINE 


OUR NEW, LARGE AND ELEGANT 
Assortment of Genteel 


BOYS’ CLOTHING, 
WHITMAN & ALLEN, 
256 Washington Street. 


256. 256. 256. 256. 256. 
385—ly 





HALLETT, DAVIS & CO., 
MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, PARLOR GRAND AND SQUARE 
PIANO FORTES, 
At their New Warerooms, 
272 WASHINGTON (NEAR BEDFORD) STREET, BOSTON. 





ga” We solicit a careful examination of our entirely new scale 
Pianos, with greatly improved action, and Suspension Bridge, 
producing a volume and quality of tone far superior to our former 
manufacture. Our smali size 7 oct. Piano is pronounced “the 
neatest and dest Parlor instrument extant ;" while our Square 
Grand has the power of many full Concert Grand Pianos. 

g2 Every instrument warranted for five years. 

Second-hand instruments taken in exchange, and for sale. 

Illustrated Catalogues of Pianos sent free, by mail, on applica- 
tion. 32—ly 





GOULD & LINCOLN, 
59 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, 


| Publish the following CHOICE BOOKS FOR THE FAMILY, 

| either of which will be sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of the 

| price. 

LESSONS AT THE CROSS; or, Spiritual Truths Familiarly 
Exhibited in their Relations to Christ. By Samuel Hopkins. 
16mo, cloth, 75 cents. 
Anexcellent and popular book. 

EVENINGS WITH THE DOCIRINES. By Nehemiah Adams, 
D. D. 12mo, cloth, $1,25. r 

RELIGIVUUS PROGRESS; Di on the Develop ol 
the Christian Character. By Wm. R. Williams, D. Db. 12mo, 
cloth, 85 cents. 

THE BETTER LAND; or, the Believer's Journey and Future 
Home. By A. C. Thompson, D. D. 12mo, cloth, a 

KITTO’S POPULAR CYCLOPEDIA OF BIBLICAL LITERA 
TURE, by John Kitto, D. D. With 500 Illustrations. 8vo, 812 pp. 
Cloth, $3,00. 

MALCOM'S NEW BIBLE DICTIONARY. By Howard Mal 
com, D. D. 16mo, cloth, 60 cents. 

MOTHERS OF THE WISE AND GOOD. By Jabez Burns,D 
D._ 1l6mo, cloth, 75 cents. 

MY MOTHER; or, Recollections of Maternal Influence. By * 
New England Cl an. 12mo, eloth,75 cents. 

THE CHURCH IN RNEST. By Rev.John A. James, 18mo 
cloth, 40 cents. 

| CHRISTIAN PROGRESS. By.John A. James, 18mo, cloth, 3) 


cents. 
| MEMOIR OF GEORGE DANA BOARDMAN, late missionary t¢ 
| Burmah. With an Introductory Essay, by Wm. k. Williams. 
-D. 12mo, cloth, 75 cents. 

A WREATH AROUND THE CROSS; or, Scripture Truths I 
lustrated. By Rev. A. Morton Brown, 16mo, cloth, 60 cents. 
A LAMP TO THE PATH; or, the Bible in the Heart, the Home. 
ond the Market-place. By W.K. Tweedie, D. D. 16mo, «lo:b. 

3 cents. 

SEEU-TIME AND HARVEST; or, Sow Well and Reap Well 
A Book for the Young. i6mo, cloth, 63 cents. 

THE GUIDING STAR; or, the Bible God's Message. By Louiss 
Payson Hopkins. 16mo, cloth, 50 tents . 

PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE; or, Book of Home 
Entertainment and Instruction. By 8. Prout Newcombe. With 
numerous Illustrations. 16mo, cloth, 75 cents. 

KIND WORDS FOR CHILDREN, to Guide them to the Path 
of Peace. By Rev Harvey Newcom». smo. cioth, 42 cents. 
AGNES HOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. By Mrs. 

Oliphant. 16mo, cloth, 63 cents. 








PARTICULAR NOTICE. 

SABBATH SCHOOLS and Privateindividuals who contes- 
plate pepleniahing their libraries are kindly invited to give mes 
first call. I keep, in addition to my own issues, the books o! all 
the Publishing Societies, as during the past ten years. — 

eplan I have of late adopted, of giving a érade discount © 

abbath Schools, gives universal favor. Any school sending me 
thetr ewn Catalogue, and indicating the amount they wish to in 
vest, can have the selection made for them with the privilege 
returning any books they choose to reject after an examination. 
This new feature of trade commends itself to all our 8 oi 
school friends, and I am constantly supplying libraries 00 
principle in all parts of New England. 


HENRY HOYT, 9 Cornutt. 


YOUTH’S (COMPANION. 


A FAMILY PAPER, 
DEVOTED TO 


Piety, Morali Brotherly Love --- No Sectart 
2 nuiliin, toe Oalancoatay. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MASS., 
No. 22 School Street. 

PRICE, $1.00 A YEAR, PAYMENT IN ADVANCE. 


$1,95 will invariably be charged if payment is not made withla 
anasak ad dea it of the subscription year. 

















Bounp Votumas, Price $1,25. 
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